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Fireside  opens  Miss  Indian  BYU  Pageant  activities 
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BYU  receives  $429,200  Kellogg 


grant  for  Indian  assistance 


Contestants  listed... 


BYU  Indian  education 
brochure  wins  awards 


Poster  contest  announced 


Indian  employment 
seminar  set  for  April  1 


Fireside  opens  activities 
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A  look  back  at  Indian  Week 


Students  do  the  two-step  in 


ELWC  Step-down  Lo 


Grant  Williams,  a  BYU  Comanche  cinematographer,  gives  the  address 
at  the  Indian  Week  opening  fireside. 
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Indian  Week  keynote  address 


Freeing  ourselves  to  soar 


Yaa  teeh!  The  Lamanite  Generation  greets  the  audience. 

Ladies  and  gentlemen.... 
presenting  the 
Lamanite  Generation! 

Photos  by  Chris  Lowery 


Big  Al  and  company  go  modem  with  “Old  Days.” 


“Navajo  Joe”  (Rosie  Toledo)  tells  about  a  date  — 
reservation  style!! 


'A  Dawning  of  a  New  Freedom' 

Indian  Week  theme  draws 


Cynthia  Fuentes 

First  place:  speech  and  essay 


release  balloons  of  all  colors;  red, 
yellow,  blue,  green,  orange, 
purple,  and  white.  And  he  would 
watch  them  rise  high  and 
beautiful  into  the  sky.  One  day, 
just  after  he  had  released  his 
balloons,  he  felt  someone  tugging 
on  his  pants.  He  looked  down, 
and  met  big,  black,  eyes  of  a  little 
Indian  boy.  “Mr.  Balloon  Man,  if 
you  let  a  brown  balloon  go,  would 
it  rise  just  as  high  and 


that  \ 


balloon?”  The 
thought  for  awhile  and  this  was 
his  reply.  “Son,  it  doesn’t  matter 
what  color  a  balloon  is,  it’s  what’s 
inside  the  balloon  that  makes  it 
rise  high  and  beautiful  into  the 


back  a  long  way,  back  to  the  time 
when  the  Prophet  Lehi  was  told 
by  God  to  leave  Jerusalem  with 
his  family,  because  that  wicked 
city  was  going  to  be  destroyed. 
And  his  freedom  is  still  with  us 
today.  It  is  found  in  the  Book  of 

people.  And  if  we  only  obey  the 

the  freedom  that  will  enable  us  to 
find  our  place  in  society,  so  that 
we  too,  can  soar  high  with  the 
eagle. 

Now,  I  would  like  to  go  into  the 


it  only  to  b 


go.  I  do  tl 
p  the  bad 


.  It’s 


balloon  that  makes  it  rise  high  and 
beautiful  into  the  sky.” 

What  freedom  did  that  white 

soar  high,  higher  than  any  of  the 
other  balloons?  What  initiative, 
what  drive,  what  spirit  did  it  have 
to  enable  it  to  soar  high,  high  as 
the  eagle  in  the  eyes  of  this  young 
Indian  boy?  And  what  freedom  or 

lacking  or  seeking  which  caused 
him  to  have  doubts  in  his  mind  as 
to  whether  a  brown  balloon  could 
rise  as  high  as  the  white  balloon 


s  died,  £ 


white  n 


1.  Our 


Both  groups 
had  goals  and  desires  that  they 
wanted  to  accomplish  and  that 
they  thought  were  good.  It  just  so 
happened  that  these  goals  and 

another.  It  is  not  for  us  the  Uving, 
to  judge  who  was  right  or  who 
was  wrong,  or  to  dwell  on  the  past 
with  a  one-sided  view.  Maybe 
that’s  our  problem  today.  We  live 
trying  to 


s  for 


of  t 


r  balloo 


s?  He 


asked  the 
question  because  there  was 
something  lacking  in  his  life.  Even 


that  he  was  less  than  someone  else 
and  that  a  brown  balloon  couldn’t 
rise  as  high  as  a  white  balloon. 

I,  as  a  young  Lamanite  woman, 

freedoms  are.  This  freedom  goes  Free  from  the 


Freda  Ann  Cody 

Second  place:  essay 


Indian  America  is  a  sleeping 
giant  just  beginning  to  rise.  The 
dawn  is  breaking.  Rays  of  golden 
sun  Ught  are  calling  forth  and  the 
world  does  not  suspect  what  most 
Lamanites  know  in  their  hearts 

There  -js  a  theme  through 
history  which  states  that  often  a 

comes  out  of  obscurity  to  become 

ufr^Roi^rns  once  called  the 
English  barbarians  so  the  English 
once  called  us  savages.  If  a  people 
become  so  wise  in  price  for 
greatness  that  softness  sets  in  and 
the  hfe  preserving  strength  of 
civilization  may  he  in  the  simple 
faith  of  a  backward  people  whose 
special  time  has  come. 

Columbus  discovered  a  lost 
race,  a  forgotten  people.  They 
were  in  slavery  to  war  and 
contention  among  themselves. 
They  were  in  slavery  to  ignorance 
with  no  written  records  to  pass 
down  to  their  children.  They  were 
in  slavery  to  disease  and  suffering. 
In  fact  they  were  in  slavery  to  the 
very  elements  around  them  which 
brought  a  continual  struggle  for 
survival. 

Then  there  was  the  land.  Yes, 


Indians  who  roamed  the  wide 
open  plains  had  their  freedom  to 
enjoy  too.  A  freedom  which  in  a 
few  decades  would  be  challenged 

hunt  in  the  wilderness  for  food, 
and  to  respect  and  honor  Mother 
Earth. 

Their  Indian  culture  was  their 
identity;  their  link  to  the  past  and 
their  hope  for  tomorrow.  They 
wove  blankets  and  did  beadwork, 

their  native  Indian  tongue.  They 
were  a  proud  and  beautiful 
people.  Through  their  song  and 
dance,  they  always  remembered 
)  the  Great  Chief  in 


:.  The 


stand  before  the  great  judgement 
seat  of  God,  and  only  then  will  we 
know  the  truth;  and  the  truth  will 
make  us  free. 

Two  hundred  years  ago,  the 
Indian  was  virtually  unknown  to 
the  white  man.  At  this  time  in 


the  sky. 

But  the  freedoms  that 
once  enjoyed  were  soon 
questioned  by  the  white 
Soon  a  dark  shadow  fell  upi 


lation  was  shoved,  pushed, 
1  and  robbed  of  all  its 
nee  his  pride  was  shackled 


worship,  to  pray,  to 
ident,  to  hve  in  a 
was  best  for  them. 
[Other  country, 


nother 


wilderness  of  a  new  dawning.  The  i 
giant  slept  a  restless  sleep.  Some 
considered  him  beat.  The  world 
supposed  he  could  never  rise 
again.  Even  the  one  freedom  they 
possessed  was  gone,  which  was  the  , 
freedom  to  roam  theirbeloved  lands. 

The  Great  Spirit,  the  Father  of 
all,  still  loved  them  however, 
because  they  are  a  branch  of  the 
House  of  Israel,  the  seed  of  his 
beloved  Joseph.  God  had 
promised  this  land  to  the  father 
Lehi  and  his  descendents  forever,  if 
they  would  worship  the  God  of 
the  land  who  is  Jesus  Christ.  A 
prophetic  promise  that  they 


rimning 

truth  I 


the 


or  a  new  freedom 
h  the  individual.  A 
reat  people  make  a 


.  The  Bible 


It  would  b 
rord  of  th 


lerly  b 


o  fori 


■rough 


progress  and  righteou; 
through  integrity  and  morality, 
through  industry  and  unity  among 
themselves. 

We  are  greatly  blessed  to  be 

freedom  than  any  in  the  world. 
For  much  of  the  past  200  years, 
that  freedom  was  denied  us  but 
now  we  are  offered  full  and  equal 


)u  free,”  The  first 
know  is  to  know 
Brigham  Young  said, 
“To  know  yourself  is  to  know 
God.  Know  that  you  are  a  child  of 
God.  Know  that  you  are  a  branch 
of  the  House  of  Israel.  You  should 
understand  that  you  are  a 
descendant  of  one  of  the  greatest 
civilizations  the  world  has  known. 
Known  that  you  are  a  descendant 
of  a  mighty  prophet  and  are  a 
member  of  a  noble  and  great  race 
of  man.  Yes,  know  that  you  are  a 
chUd  o: 


)f  the  Divi 


within.” 


ding, 


r  when 


e,  the  doing 
and  fulfilling  will  be  as  natural  as 
hfe  itself. 

Then  observe  yourself.  Make  it 
(Cont.  on  page  9) 


contest  entries 

Gordon  Oles 

First  place:  poetry 


Our  Fathi 
Wept. 

For  they  saw  our  pain 
From  the  burden 
Of  the  shackles 
Of  Ignorance  and  fear. 

Of  the  despair  and  torment 
Of  untold  oppression 
And  years  of  mindless  hate. 

Of  Royal  Blood. 

A  darkness  flees 
From  daylight’s  coming. 


ar  New  Dawning  Proudly  we  stan 
Like  shafts  of  Pure  Intelligence  Lamanites. 


All  th 

The  Children  of  Beauty. 

Standing  in  the  light 
Of  the  day  that  is  upon  us, 

Gaining  strength 

For  that  which  lies  ahead. 

Reaching  out  to  take  our  rightful  place; 
The  heritage  of  our  Fathers, 

Striving  to  attain  our  promised  greatness. 
Knowing  who  we  are. 

Being  what  we  can  be. 

Children  of  the  Promise 


Rod  Velarde 

Second  place:  poetry 


pray  to  Grandfather  Direction  for  want: 

to  the  Northern  Dawn  .  .  .  that  I  may  forget  yesterday’s  wars  and 
broken  treaties. 

to  the  Southern  Dawn  .  .  .  that  I  may  have  the  strength  to  forgive 

those  who  degraded,  deplored  my  people. 

to  the  Western  Dawn _ that  I  may  always  respect  those-my  brothers 

of  all  colors  around  me. 

to  the  Eastern  Dawn  ....  that  I  may  gain  Self-Respect,  Confidence,  and 

to  the  Earth . that  I  may  receive  her  Spirit,  so  I  may  always 

keep  the  Almighty’s  ways. 

to  the  Sky . that  1  might  be  one  rising  of  a  New  Freedom- 


Ramona  Nez 

Second  place:  speech 

“But  before  the  great  day  of  the  Lord  shall  come  Jacob  shall  flourish 
in  the  wilderness  and  the  Lamanite  shall  blossom  as  a  rose,” 

My  brothers  and  sisters,  they  are  speaking  about  our  people.  They  are 
speaking  about  us  as  an  individual.  We  were  promised  that  we  would  be 
the  chosen.  We  were  promised  that  we  would  blossom  as  a  rose.  Today 
I  feel  the  need  to  share  with  you  my  deepest  feelings  as  I  have  pondered 
what  we  have  been  promised;  what  we  have  been  promised  in  the 
scriptures  that  we  would  become.  What  is  a  rose?  How  does  the  rose 
bloom?  What  does  it  mean  to  you?  Many  questions  come  to  our  mind 
and  today  I  have  a  story  to  share  with  you  that  speaks  about  our 
people,  that  tells  about  us  as  individuals,  and  our  potential,  as  to  what 

work  to  do  upon  this  earth,  that  we  have  a  promise  to  fulfill  and  only 
by  our  faithfulness  will  we  be  able  to  execute  these  things  in  life.  More 
than  anything,  it  is  our  desire  that  our  people  rise  and  become  the 
chosen  people.  Listen  with  an  open  mind,  with  an  open  heart  and  you 
will  understand  the  significance  of  this  story  and  you  will  see  what  you 
can  become.  You  will  feel  and  you  will  know,  what  it  truly  means  to  be 
a  rose.  And  in  essence,  I  hope  that  we  will  realize  that  only  through  the 
struggles  and  oppositions  that  we  have  in  this  life  will  we  be  able  to 
conquer  and  overcome  the  problems  and  the  challenges  that  we  face. 
But  most  of  all  to  remain  pure,  humble  as  we  walk  this  land. 

Once  there  was  a  man  who  went  into  a  garden.  All  around  him  were 
beautiful  roses  of  all  colors.  But  he  chose  a  little  white  bud  for  his.  He 

closed.  No  other  person  could  see  into  its  heart.  And  while  he  was 
waiting  for  it  to  unfold  he  walked  around  to  enjoy  all  the  other  flowers. 
He  studied  their  coloring  and  breathed  their  perfume.  For  a  long  time 
he  enjoyed  this.  Then  he  wanted  to  get  nearer  to  the  roses,  to  handle 
them.  Other  people  handled  them  and  they  seemed  to  enjoy  themselves 
more  than  he  did,  so  he  touched  one  rather  timidly;  others  were  not  so 

At  last  he  grew  tired  and  wandered  back  to  his  own  rose  bud  and  lo! 
It  had  opened.  It  was  the  whitest  and  most  fragrant  rose  in  the  garden 
and  its  heart  was  the  purest  and  most  tender.  But  he  remembered  the 
crimson  roses  and  it  seemed  too  white.  Then  he  could  not  detect  its 
fragrance  for  he  had  killed  his  sense  of  smell  by  its  abuse  with  the  other 
roses,  some  of  which  stood  as  high  and  beautiful  as  before,  but  others 
were  bruised  and  broken  by  his  ruthless  desires  to  please,  yes  to  indulge 
himself. 

As  he  plucked  his  own  rose,  he  was  aware  of  no  sense  of  joy  over  it, 
except  from  pride  for  many  people  cast  envious  glances  but  he  could 
not  see  its  unusual  beauty.  But  he  could  not  get  the  fragrance  from  its 
heart,  because  his  sense  of  sight  had  been  dulled  by  the  brilliancy  of 
the  other  flowersand  his  sense  of  smell  by  their  odor.  Nor  did  he  think  of 
the  little  buds  m  the  garden  that  he  had  touched  and  then  left.  They  would 
perhaps  open,  but  the  petals  he  had  touched  would  always  be  brown 
and  torn  and  a  passerby  might  not  see  them  when  the  flowers  had 
(Cont.  on  page  9) 


Jeremy’s  brother  Sam  (John  Axlme)lies  injured  after  a  fall  from  his  horse. 


Chuck  Blake  presents  an  interpretive  dance.  Tanya  Jeremy  share  their  discovery  of  a  new 

^  wav  of  life. 


Steve  Hayes  and  Deanna  Smith  model  both  traditional  and  formal  wear.  Steve  wears 
the  woodland  Indian  ontfit,  while  Deanna  models  the  traditional  I’tma  women’s  wear 
complete  with  Pima  basket. 
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Second  plqee:speech..  Commisioner  Thompson  encourages 


Keynote  address:  Freeing  ourselves... 


Eagle’s  Eye  April.  1976 


Susiin  Seneca  (left),  John  Axliiie.  and  Lena  Judy  combine  talents. 


Clayton  Long  examines  John  Axline’s  leeih  .i'  iIk  h.i[i.ii.k  pi 0111111.'. 
dental  health. 


The  TMF  Drum  Club  gathers  for  a  “forty-niner.” 


Talent  Show  highlights 
indian  Week  festivities 


Photos  by  Ray  Tracey 


Paul  Enciso  presents  a  number. 
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Chief  Dan  George  takes 
BYU  by  storm 


Television  and  motion  picture 
actor  Chief  Dan  George  told  500 
Indian  students  and  Agriculture 

Conference  participants  at 
Brigham  Young  University  during 
Indian  Week  that  the  suddenness 
of  the  20th  century  progress 
around  native  North  Americans 
has  been  the  primary  cause  of 
many  Indian  problems. 


Speaking  to  two  meetings 
Tuesday  during  annual  Indian 
Week,  the  former  chief  of  the 
Co-Salish  reserve  in  Canada  for  12 
years  said  that,  “We  did  not  have 
the  time  to  take  your  20th 

by  Uttle  and  digest  it.  It  was 
forced  feeding  from  the  start,  and 
our  stomach  turned  sick.” 


The  75-year-old  Chief  delivered 
from  memory  parts  of  two 
speeches  he  had  delivered  for 


like  to  be  without  mooring?  Do 


surroundings  that  are  ugly  and 
everywhere  you  look  you  see  a 
strange  and  ugly  thing?  It 
depresses  man,  for  man  must  be 
surrounded  by  the  beautiful  if  his 
soul  is  to  grow,”  he  said. 


Alluding  to  the  past  when  he 
grew  up  in  the  bow  and  arrow  age 
and  faced  mass  integration  in  the 
past  100  years,  he  added,  “What 


surroundings  you  brought  us? 
Laughing  faces,  pitying  faces, 

faces  .  .  .  faces  that  ridiculed, 
faces  that  stole  from  us.  It  is  no 
wonder  we  turned  to  the  only 
people  who  did  not  steal  and  who 
did  not  sneer— who  came  with 
love.  They  were  the  Christian 


In  his  usual  soft-spoken, 
philosophical  way,  Chief  George 
spoke  of  some  of  the  problems  of 
integration  as  he  observes  them. 
He  said  that  whites  do  not  know 
what  it  is  to  have  their  race 
belittled.  “Maybe  we  did  not  have 
the  skills  to  make  a  meaningful 
contribution,  but  no  one  would 

dumb  and  could  never  learn.” 

Indians,  he  pointed  out,  want  to 
have  integration  with  dignity  and 
be  welcomed  as  an  equal,  “We 
want  to  be  respected  and  to  see 
we  are  people  of  worth.  We  want 
an  equal  opportunity  to  succeed 

your  norms.  We  need  specialized 
help  in  education,  specialized  help 
in  the  formative  years,  special 
courses  in  English.  We  need 
counseling.  We  need  equal  job 
opportunities  for  our  graduates; 
otherwise,  our  students  will  lose 


courage  and  ask  what  is  the  use  of 
it  all.” 

“My  white  brother  does  many 
things  well,  for  he  is  more  clever 
than  my  people-but  I  wonder  if 
he  knows  how  to  love  well.  I 

learned  to  love  at  all.  Perhaps  he 
only  loves  the  things  that  are  his 
own,  but  never  learned  to  love  the 
things  that  are  outside  and 
beyond  him.  And  this  is,  of 
course,  not  love  at  all,  for  man 
must  love  all  creation  or  he  will 
love  none  of  it  .  Man  must  love 
fuUy  or  he  will  become  the  lowest 
of  the  animals.  It  is  the  power  to 
love  that  makes  him  the  greatest 
of  them  aU  .  .  .  for  he  alone  of  all 

Chief  George  ended  his  talk 

spoken  by  many  tribes  across  the 
North  American  continent  long 


superior  to  my  brothers,  but  to  be 
able  to  fight  my  greatest 
enemy-myself.  Make  me  ever 
ready  to  come  to  you  with 
straight  eyes,  so  that  when  Ufe 

spirit  will  come  to  you  without 


Banquet  guests  give  Chief  Dan  George  a  standing  ovation  as  he  enters  the  room  accompanied  by  John 
Maestas,  Indian  Education  Dept,  chairman  and  Patt  Crawford,  Indian  Week  co-chairman. 
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Family  home  evening  features 
Miss  indian  America  XXili 


Maestas,  Gowans  share 
TMF  Honorary  Chief  title 


D&C  49:24 


y 
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Keynote  address:  Freeing  ourselves  to  soar 
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Indian  Bicentennial  activities  listed  I  Potawatomi 


One  Indian  scholarship  fund  Lumbee  Robin  Hood 


nears  'the  end  of  its  life'  rides  again! 
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American  Indian  art  forgeries 


Woman  named  Bureau  of  Indian 
Affairs  Bicentennial  Coordinator 


New  books 

Rolling  Thunder  describes 
the  world  of  a  shaman 
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AlPRC  task  forces  announce  work  plans 


